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These poems were begun in January of 2012, in Chicago. I worked on them there, in 
Savannah, Georgia and in Philadelphia until the summer of 2015, when the last of them 
was written a week or so before I became seriously ill. 


The original idea was that the finished manuscript would contain a poem for each day in 
the year. They were dated on the day they were begun, or sometimes on the day they 
were finished. I worked as a cook for the duration of the project except for a few months 
in a bookstore. 


When I looked the manuscript over once I recovered from my illness, it was obvious that 
this series of poems is concluded. They stand, in my estimation, as an entirely 
appropriate failure of an over-large idea that was always faintly absurd but nonetheless 
absolutely necessary. 


The only intelligible language in which we converse 
with one another consists of our objects in their 
relation to each other. We would not understand a 
human language and it would remain without effect. 
By one side it would be recognised and felt as being 
a request, an entreaty, and therefore a humiliation 


Marx 


Everybody told me to be patient 
but who was sleeping from 
couch to couch and basement to basement...? 


Jay Electronica 
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January 16 


xX 
lines 
out 
rip 
page 
out 
Start 
over 
a dog barks 


on the next block 
it is night 


I can now name the 
Royal Palm 


there are 
aardvarks and 
armadillos 

we are surrounded 

by hundreds of thousands 

of incredibly 

cute lizards with 
long tails and un- 

canny hands 


it would seem these 
are the days 

of animal mis- 
behavior 


the cats piss 
on everything 


bees begin 


to loiter about 
the hive 


in the 80 degree heat 
of Eskimo Winter which 
blizzards into us, long 
sideways like 
an attack of nerves every 
Wednesday 
and Friday 
which are both the day 
we hang out 
with the dead 
who are separated 
according to color 
by a highway dug 
between them even 
deeper than they are 


we say 
Hi dead 
and they say nothing 


later, an hour or more 
we say 

Goodbye dead 
and they say nothing 


but I’m certain they notice us 
and that they know it 
when we learn their names 


aren’t you? 


sure you are 
same as anyone 
pleased with indiscreet warmth 
like what hangs over us 
and yes 
it passes 
but 


only ever slowly 
you have to sleep a week 
to notice 
or stay immobile 
as a broken wrist and 
wide awake 
and without muttering things like 


I don’t know if you know 
that there’s only one of you 


which isn’t many 
isn’t much 
but a twitch and fidget 
before mosquitoes come 
before the monologue 
becomes audible 
to everyone 
before you find a flower in your hair 
and citrus fruit all 
over town 
though of 
inconsistent ripeness 
like the eavesdropping 
and eyefucking 
and other fun 


I ask 
will you tell me 
what happened 
to the sofa 


she says 
no 


I say 
good 


and we agree 
I'll guess and she’ll 
never tell, 
she’ll change the subject, 


harangue 

passing ladies in 

corrupt Latin like an 

old romantic, and they 
won't follow the specifics, but 
smile and nod at the gist of it and 
not slow down 
for nothing 


this 

like 

every 

thing 
is a eulogy for 
Telly Savalas 


that’s why 
the minor key 


the black wreath 
and so on 


but that clapping 
that’s from something else 


some party or something 
that’s also happening 
now 


March 23: Postscript to a voicemail left for Celeste 


your outgoing message 
a strange oracle 
asks questions 
plain questions 
that I answer like actually 
I’m the oracle 


which is just how it was at Delphi 
down to the intoxicant fumes 


a stranger offers 
in exchange for 
the fire to free them 


because I was there and I 
seemed like someone 
she could trust 


something 
rare enough 
there on 
Belmont and Sheffield 
where there’s 
glitter in the dust 


November 18 


I use finger quotes to indicate intellectual distance 
between myself and the quotation. 


Steve Albini 
I explain to Ryan: 


that's what 
makes a yankee 
a yankee 


he thinks that you 
ought to be 
a yankee too 


so train whistles 
in the distance 
sound the way 
the lover you 
want looks when 
you know you can you 
have the nerve 
and do 


to great 
mutual delight 


but not tonight 


I'm not 
going anywhere I'm 
going to sit here and 
want to but not and 
break bottles 
to make 
better music 


think thoughts 
consider 
coulds and oughts and 


the Carter family like 
past 
a certain point it's 
all just 
back-in-the-day shit 


all technical 


fingers and 
thumb 


strong suggestions 

I am happy and ethical 
made by 

the things I buy 


they seem intensely 
to want to convince me 
and I don't know why 


the same people 
who couldn't 


can't 


and I 
am 
among them 


we wait in line and 
watch things die and 
try to feel if 

we can feel anything 


and we cannot 

and we do not 

feel any way 

at all about it because 
we cannot feel anything 


the record ends 
again 


the alarm goes off 
again 


and again 
I am already awake 


poor Rosa 
dead 


before the 
fascists 
are defeated 


like so 
many others 


sings a sad song 
about the sunny side 
and I 
am no more 
convinced than she 


but I don't know 
what the words mean 
but I like that 


incognito 


hair low 
over the eyes 


I like that 
use of the 
word “whilst” 


you never hear that 
anymore 


you hear worried 
or busy 


or bored 

and it might be 
I should have 
eaten something 


all I have 
is a shopping list 


it says: 


tobacco 
coffee 
razors 
cat litter 


because I have seen 
temporarily at least 
to the other needs 


which 
like my other needs 


refuse to remain 
satisfied so whilst 
rain falls I 


Exit Capitalism? 


May 16 


Back in the 
marketing department 


these ruthless criminals 
can’t resist 


a little glitter. 


Inexplicable 
Pink 95 
today. 


Inexplicable 
Pink 95 
every day 

in arow so 

Campari and soda 

for the rest of the summer 
of flowers and skulls, 
of Ukrainian skateboarders, 
of lots and lots 
of plain old sass 


like sick 
when you're sick 
to the back teeth, 


sucking lime rinds like 
Inexplicable 

Pink 95 

forever. 


January 30 


Until then 
have a 
nice trip 
to show everyone, only 
shrug and 
settle in 
I suspect that we’ll know when 


spin dials like 
I’m driving? 
I thought you were 


movies as imperceptible as anything involving loud explosions far away or others 
more about making than watching a fly crawl along a woman’s body very 
slowly for twelve minutes 


a polite smear of begrudged applause 
and they all exit the theater feeling 
slightly ripped off, a walk across 
a city of warm steam thinned in 


cold air constantly, 
slalom taxis and 

stop somewhere 

for a quick chat 

about the war, about the 


eyes drawn small 
on the corners of 
everything 


idly wait for 
the catastrophe of 
to seem 


and odd me 
adding matchbooks up 
to equal a lighter 


which is where 
all this fire came from 
these small fires set alight 
under dry kindling 
so the 
image of 
something burning 
returns like 
firesmoke blown across 
me and the 
can’t-sleeps 
keep me 
company 


cold robots and 
hot cigarettes 
by the light of a dead candle there is 
not enough of 
so this was written 
more or less in the dark like 
almost everything 


turn the cold 
air on for a bit 
as it refuses and I 


like a butterfly 
go out and 


find my 
what to pin me to 


December 14 


you have 
pockets again 
it 1s 
harrowing 


you are 
harrowed 


counterin- 
tuitive as 
food 
while 
swan and 
girl necks fade 
in and out over 
cloudwater called 


“the avant-garde” 


gets better 
at mornings 
somehow 


less 
persistent suspicion 
against the self 


gathers 

in the gloom of the 

afterglow 
unsatisfied 
as spires 

in 

the 

dis 

tan 


ce 


blue violets and 
moths in the 
margins 


a basket 
full of blood 


letters emerge 
from the broken 
chests of birds 
fly from the 
bullet wounds 
move like mouths 
and out 
come 
words 


you 

twist the 
tongue to 
listen: 


how late are they making you stay in the glitter dungeon? 


do you ever get out? 


June 6 


Observation and reason play a part; they enrich the 
scene and arrange it; but observation can do no more 
than register the chaotic abundance of the material, 
while reason tyrannically cuts it to pieces, unable to 
keep pace with the shifting appearances. 


Erich Auerbach 
When you 
walk west 
you walk 
t 
h 
e 
S 
Pp 
i 
n 
€ 
of several centuries 
through an 
iconography 
of stone 
an aristocracy 
of bricks 
a parade of 
graves and 
mangled assignations, 
a laboring 


at other labors, 
inventing ways 
to acquire favors 
beyond mere 
reciprocity, 


which is boring as 
I give you a dollar 
I get to 
hear anything 
eat anything 
I care to 
or whatever 


until you feel like maybe 
you could walk forever 
and maybe you should 


even if it is 
bare 
concrete or 


nails you 
have to 
walk over 


the whole way 
to wherever it 
is you’re going 


which is nowhere 
specific, not 
even a little bit. 


You’re going 

til you stop. Probably 
you'll make some 
kind of line of it, however 
much it wavers, however 


much it changes as 
stranger’s faces 
drift in and 
out of rainsmoke. 


Add 
everything up 
to the detriment 


of anyplace, carry 
an impossible 
collage city 
in your brain 


jostled by memories 
of certain hips 
a certain sense 

of possibility, 


well-ordered as 
a harpsichord or an 
inventory 
of human habits, 
containing: 


Last night I was witness to a fistfight at which Jesus was present. This took place in the 
parking lot of a 7-11, at half past one in the morning. I thought perhaps they sold 
catfood. On my way in there was a large blond woman in a car outside. She was very 
drunk, and making a fair amount of noise, though the only thing I could make out was a 
distinct, though slurred, “That bitch is nasty.” I passed two people, both women, on their 
way out as I went through the door. They did sell catfood, and I bought a box, and 
walked back outside to find the woman in the car had gotten out, and was approaching 
the two women I’d passed in the doorway. She was zeroing in on one of them in 
particular, a brunette. The drunk shouted some fairly vile insults, there was a flare up of 
yelling, then the drunk threw a punch that landed. The brunette shook it off, and 
proceeded to administer a thorough beating, chasing the drunk around a bit when she 
tried to get away. This was when Christ emerged from the Ford Taurus, in a white robe, 
asking plaintively, “Brothers, why are we fighting?” By the time he got close enough to 
switch to, “Sisters, sisters, please stop fighting,” the drunk was on the ground, the 
brunette’s knee on her neck, taking unblocked, strong blows to the face. After every one, 
the brunette would rhetorically inquire, “You wanna fuck with me?” Every now and then 
the brunette’s friend would wind up and kick the drunk in the ass, hard, then stand back 
and say, “Talk shit now.” Jesus continued to plead for peace as a crowd gathered. I left. 
A police car sped past me, lights on, no siren, as I walked back to my apartment. 


January 1: Golden slippers 
for Ryan 


somewhere there are 
longshoremen and 
stone masons, 
firefighters, 
whose thoughts have 
already begun to 
turn toward the 
next spectacle 


another 

manifestation 

of the fancy banjos, 
the spangled saxophone 
sounds that 
reach into your 
hangover and 
shake you awake, it is 


nine eh em 
let’s go 


and long after that they 
don’t even have 
all their makeup 
off yet and it’s already 
next year 
already 


April 15: Weed on credit, or, Word is bond 


Sophie, the 

rhinestone heart you 
gave me Is still 
on my notebook, I 


think it'll be there 
as long as there 
is a notebook. 


Someday, Sophie, you'll 
read these poems 


and know 
they're all about and 
for you, and they're 
all true. 


I'll send you 
postcards forever. 


It's the least, the 
most involuntary I can do 
and I do it because 


you play 
basketball in an apron, 
you wash 
dishes in your court shoes, 
you own a gun and 
think it's funny 
when someone falls asleep on it, 


you want so, badly, 

and are an angel in 

Saturday imaginings, as well as 
an intolerable asshole 
forever. 


Oh Sophie, 
it is all so, 
so impossible, 
all the 
juggling, 
the everafters, 
slaves and masters like I were 
somehow 
still mad at the bourgeoisie, 


and more convinced than ever 
that they're not me. 


Sophie, 

class war 

forever, cats 

vs. cats 
always and 
everlasting as 


a theoretical promise between 
person and 
person as between, 

Sophie, 


you and I. 


February 14 


I was one who did not conform, and whose will could 
not be broken. Therefore, I became a rebel. 


Arnold Schwarzenegger 


I want her 
to shoot 
stigmata 
into me ina 
man's voice or 
bare-breasted with a 
snake in either hand 


if she 
gets all 
seven 
sins then 
I want 
to be one 
after 
another 
after 
another 


gunshot used 
to cover up 
a human voice 


saying 


permanence 
is pre-aftermath 
amid after-the- 
fact foreshadows 
and 
paranoid 
marginalia 
about poverty in 
books by Gertrude Stein 
after the 


appearance 
of an infant moth 
on an evening 
when 
it's hot as Hades 


a lady is 
not safe when she's kissed 


on the lips 
on the coldest day 


only the 

coffee remains 
warm when 

you return 

unsure 

we lack 

articulate killers and 
alto saxophones 

are you home? 


are you alone? 


is that a problem? 


June 13 (a Friday) 


Sunday is 
penniless and 
comes on 
Saturday this year 


dressed as 
pinups we 
talk about plants 


in pursuit of a 
party that turns 
out to be 
nothing but 
loud music playing 
to an empty street 


before you 
head off to 
Boston to be 
James Dean 
for the weekend 


meaning you can't see 
skirts and skinned knees 
and cowboy boots 
sharks painted on kid faces so they seem to eat the mouth 
various lovely g)b)i)o)r)y)l)s androgyning about 
what is this 
all about is 
not a question that concerns 


we do things 


like primitive 
masochistic tattoos and 


fat sacks of bad food and 
worse wine 


one of many ways 

to pass the time that 
leave scars behind 

in the shape of the sky 


or at least the 
contents thereof 


stars and 
crescent moons 


crude birds and 
question marks 


a little ritual rain 


the kind that falls 
about this time 
every day 


September 22 


I'm pretty sure 

however many 

broken dreams there are 
the boulevard is big enough 


I support 
all manner of 
witchcraft 
against the ghost 
of Ronald Reagan 
and feel like 
fuck those 
antipigeon spikes 
but Go pigeons! 
nest anyway make 
a nursery of 
architecture 
against you 
at the end 
of Passyunk Avenue 


at Bainbridge and 
Fifth maybe the 


worst spot I 
ever stopped to 


write a poem too 
open unaesthetic 


runtogether of 
mere traffic passing 


in the middle of which there is a bench 


plenty big enough 

for sharing with 
someone who asks 

if that would be alright 
and then sits and 

sighs there in silence 


while flashbacks 
to Puerto Rican 
flags on scraptrucks 


under helicopter 
flyovers and someone 
running past a 


pair of lost 
squares wondering 
where the car is 


and I can hear one of them say 
Okay, okay 

next time 

valet 


then I am under some 
willow tree somewhere 
out of the rain like 

day sweating in its sleep 


in a place where 
children drop their 
toys at night, come 
back and pick them 
back up in the morning 
find them 


washed clean by 
the intermittent rain 
like a human brain by 


faint daydreams 
of pleasure 


can think 
if there are people 
who need attention 
it may be possible 
to give it to them 


to be friendly 
as an orange stray 
who takes a break 


from streetfights 
from territory patrol 


to 
say 
hello 


January 29 


breathe the breeze, the 
obfuscations 
that fog up as 
voices warm the 
air between us to 
no effect 


but we keep talking 

about the burn 

on my hand and 
selected fables of 

serial persecutions 

at the hands of whomever, 

examinations of the 
exact nature 
of the aftermath 


where I cheerfully agree 
as we agreed I would 
I even believe 
a little bit of it 
is true 
at least to you 


and I crave 
distance but 
only asa 


place to pass through 
on the way to 


further distance 


so let us 

weigh and 
count the things 
that cripple us 
and yes 


this is all wishes and 
every one of them 
will be granted 


I agree 
absolutely 


it is incredibly important 
that everyone get to be 
exactly the victim they 
dream of 


and occasionally play the 
perpetrator 
to keep in practice 


It is incredibly important 
to keep carefully 
deleted records 


it is incredibly important 
to wring all the neobaroque 
one can 
from the belly 
of an old dog 


and fail at everything 
but the attempt 

to inflict 

the affliction 


so get out your grimaces 
cause it’s gonna be 
that kind of evening 
again 
isn’t it? 


no, I’m afraid 
it isn’t, but rather 
another type that’s 


no different 


but remember 
we are 1000% elephants and 
we are the color orange 
and while it’s true 
that I myself 
am neither of the two 
I presume to speak 
for the rest of you 
with this baroquda ventriloquism that makes 
social life so interesting 


and I know you 
want a picture but 
there’s no camera right now so 
this is the camera 
which is fine, it can photograph 
all the smells, the sounds, the 
mental dissonance 
composed of tones from mistuned instruments 
and the twanging voices 
of people who are 
oddly familiar 
somehow 
even though they 


seem to know you 
to say things like 
well 
I guess I'll let you go 
even though I don’t want to 


and the only thing 
you can say to that 
is thank you 


April 12 


all that 
glitters 
is grievous 


sun on 
dust on 
the 12" instant 


all that 
glitters 
is etiquette 


I remain 

sir 

your obedient 
etc etc 


all that 
glitters 


is belligerent 


vigorous 

dark 
insistent 

persistent 
chills 

thrills 


but inconsistent 


all that 
glitters 


for Manon 


Thus style resembles the Red Queen, developing 
ever more complicated mechanisms in order to 
sustain the power to say the same thing. 


Frederick Jameson 


is gold 
or isn't as the 
case may be 


made for anything 
to the 
detriment 
of rhetoric 
yet 
becoming 
free of the 
ice disease 
that froze us 


slowly 


like waking when 
no one 
woke us 


to a hierarchy of spoons 
and all the porridge it 
might take to 

make a clean break with 
another kind of hunger 


another instinct 
dressed in preference 
to persuade 


like a riot of 
allegorical cowboys 
in colorful dress 


on some kind of 
quest like a dirty 
disarmored knight 
among sagebrush 


who maybe represents me 
maybe us 
so make a 


memory for it 
that it might not 
fade away like 
smudged pencil 
notes toward 
a synthesis of 


Osiris 
and Marx 
Engels and 

Ishtar 

Fourier 

as 

pharaoh 
find 
eggs in the 
desert 
break them 
pray for 
water with 


a loaded gun 


and there is 
nothing 
nothing 
nothing 
but sand 
and violence 


tracks 
traced to 
some where 


we suddenly 
declare if it's this 

or a pirate ship then 
pass the eyepatch 


I shall trust in my cutlass 


cause that's capitalism 


and yes I'm a cynic but 
you're a liar so 
tell me another one 


put a dragon in it 
or maybe 

the origin of 
buttercups all 
done up like a 
real myth 


I will 
listen 
bitter as pith under fingernails after midnight oranges 


to Mal 
Waldron 
as bitter arguments among the idolaters downstairs 


one of them says 
no 
no 
no 
and then 
I don't care 


October 23: Elegy for Brutus and Porcia 


The tradition of all the dead generations weighs like 
a nightmare on the brain of the living 


Marx 


I can settle down 
and be doing just fine 
til I hear that old freight 
coming down the line 


and I must 
excavate 
myself from 
under 
the dustcloud you 
under 
whelm me with 
or again pervasive mist 
that never 
resolves to rain never 
dissolves never 
ceases to growl 
about food 


and there is no food 


there is 

black coffee and 
black cats 

black sweaters and 
black hats 


ambiguity about 
facts and 

new stains 

on the notebook 


I don't own 
the clothes I'm wearing 
and the road 


goes on forever 


and all the 
pharaohs that 
follow one 
after another 
along it 
all depend on 
what sounds 
collage together 
the voice 
of Margaret Thatcher 
the war on clay the 
war on cardboard 


resentful as 
Party intrigues 
in the radical press ad 
nauseum while the 
fascists gather strength they 
can only 
dissipate 
in violence 


and do 
so often it 
gets to be like 


gimme the pen I 
wanna make a zine 


fuck your Joey 
Ramone I wanna 

be your whole scene 
on your 

mixtape forever 


or metal banged 
against metal 
along 
the 

way 


provincial glee 
at the basic 
on prominent display 


vertically affixed to 

catch the eye 
SO 
now 
let's 
see 
what 
it 
can 
do 
with 
it 


January 2 


it gets dark 


old soldiers 
stand up straight 
in contrast to 
some kind of 
medieval game that 
takes place 


a crowd 

no two dressed alike 
kick a ball around 
amid angry grunts 


if I had a dog 

I’d probably walk it 

if I had anywhere to be 
I’m sure I’d be there 


as opposed to here 
to hear some kid scream NO over and over at 
no one in particular in response to 
no apparent stimulus 
watching this display 
of urgent chaos 
which I always stop 
to watch a while 
to think sarcastically 
about tactics 
and then wander on and 
find some 
semi-mythological fountain where 
mermen and swans 
blow water around, where 
lovers frolic 
with a camera 


lit in some 
flickering way so 
yellow light through 
blue water onto 
white marble makes an observable 
quavering green 
on the nymph 
on the herons in the reeds 


a bell rings 
quarter past 
half past 
quarter of 
then BELL BELL BELL BELL BELL BELL BELL 


and I sit here 
fearful as a seminarian 
wondering whether I will go to a movie tonight 
whether I should go like it was a moral question 
instead of a quiet passing 
of pedestrians, and moths 


I shall have to come here at 3 or 4 in the morning, to see if they 
leave the lights and water on and who else comes here then, even if there’s some rule 
against it and I have to sneak in 


I don’t want to think about anything tonight, tonight I want to 
go to an old motel and if I don’t like it P'll go to another one and eventually I'll get to 
one and there will be a girl there, she will be wearing a beret and a short black skirt and I 
will not find her attractive, because of this I will feel: 


A) aroused 

B) frustrated 

C) relieved 

D) a sense of the self as a kind of eyeless slug perpetually moving towards 
Answer: C, relieved 


I will feel so, so relieved and because of this I will think of other things such as 


1. the odd recent prevalence of Leonard Nimoy 
2. that guy, how he got that way and ways to avoid his fate 


3. how the cocktail of light-heartedness, earnestness and futility can be so 
devastating 


and the fact that 
I don’t want to raise my hand 
or volunteer for anything 


and the next time someone asks I’Il say 


deal around me 


September 6 


the 
old exchange 
fumes 
for the fire 


the old 
Uptown 
streets which 
were new not that 
long ago 


where long lines 


of sons and 

daughters trail mothers 

after midnight 

all of them 

eating 

ice cream 
like it’s 
going out of 
style which 


it is 


December 16 


I go on 
rolling 
saffron up 
in cigarettes and 
awkward sunshine 
trees to clock leaves 
mark time 
afterward or 
prior to 


this the 

annual visit to 
the home of the 
ancestral foe 


where 
fried apples 
where 
dried fruit 
where 
I go on 
finding 
perfect gifts for 
people who aren’t 
here anymore 
any more 
than I am 


which is to say 
bring on all 
the coastal fog 
you like 


every morning 


let it drift through 
saga palms and 
all the plants I 
cannot name 


which is to say 
all of them 
except the saga palms 


which is to say 
their strange flowers 
bright red and wiry or 


thick waxy leaves 

of deciduous evergreen 
covered in ever-present 
smothering moss 


I go on 
with attempts 
to understand 


how they ever 
made rope from it 
how it passes branch to branch and 
tree to tree, unstoppable 
invisibly re- 
producing thing 
lit by the 
misplaced sun that 
thins the fog and 
glints back from all the 


oyster shells 
in the sidewalks 


in the stucco 
in the fireplace 


November 1 


thank something for 
channels that show 
old shows for 
old women with some 
old commercials 


thrown in so they 
have something to watch 


when they grow 
bored with the 


squabbles that 
gather around them 


in a town where you meet someone and an hour later they say 
I know what you are 

and it so happens they are not far wrong 

and it happens to be the town where you were born 


where autumn has 
all but completed 
its withdrawal 
where 

why am I am often asking 

and why was is a watching 
of boxcars 
through windows 
in a door, going outside 

to get a better 
glimpse of the 
graffiti as it passes 


saying silent wisecracks 
about commercials for catheters 
that are apparently 
advanced in some way 


and I wonder what that feels like 
and why it sounds like 
something Archie Bunker’s 
son-in-law would say 
or some lapsed polyphony 
about a sinking ship 


with red haze over 
another green haze 
where you go feeling 
along long walls 
for a light switch and 
don’t find it, don’t hear 
anything but 
a foghorn singing 
songs about 
Trafalgar 
about the exploits 
of Admiral Nelson 


pyovenneeyee 


eoeetl 


January 3 
for Dan King 


everyone's painted their 
hearts black with 
permanent marker like 
Iam so 
over it I 
dance to 
Joy Division and I 
don't feel 
anything 
other than 
here 
I 
go 
again 
long carnation stem 
clenched in teeth 
pink and 
white petals 
scatter 
on the floor 


creep suitor 
on the constant make through 
another crowd of motherfuckers 
doing what motherfuckers do 
such as talking 
while who they're talking 
to is talking 
too 


as though any of us 
who are not listening 
could ever hear 


anything but the 
drums that 
equally drown 


October 5 


you overhear 
an explanation 
that in the mural 
Frank Rizzo is 
pissing 


and it looks true 


you learn 
to disregard 
the burns 


you just do 


you wake up 
and want to see you 


so you do 


from a 
distance 
but 
that's enough when 
the cat attacks 


tries to 
eat the fascists 
and can't 


Sorry Rosa 


they're gonna 
get their 

war anyway 
even if you 
eat the pages 


even if you 


feel like a poster 


with no wall 
anywhere 

no wheatpaste 

in the whole world 


stop 


just drum solos 
that don't end 
when the horns 
come back in 
when 
language 
gets mangled 
by the slow 
down the 


and old forms of crudeness 
extrude like a zombie Elvis 
in that tragic 
part of the tragedy when 
everyone pretends 


it's fine 
everything 
everything is 
fine 


then all hell breaks loose 
there are 
eyeballs on the floor and shrieking 
vassalage and 
serfdom unceasing as 
fairy tales 
in circulation 
right up to 
the present day 


like the one where 
the biographer 
falls in love 

with the subject 


ideas get 
described as seductive 


then a giant shows up and 
everything 
is fine 


really 
feel free 


to get caught up 

in the deep futility 

of the game you're playing 
unless you prefer 


do you ever use 
the word voyeur? 


when you do 
do you mean a place? 


and do you always 
make that face 
like the french 
tastes bad? 


oh no of course not 


I'm sure you're 
not sad 


why would you be 
when 

everything's 

fine 


as we've 
said so 


why do you 
keep talking 


like you've got a 

pen in your mouth or 
all you 

do is shout so 

no one can hear 


so loud with 
such feeling 
and believe me 


no 
really 


everything 
is fine 


seriously 


I'm only 
upside 
down and 
eyeless as 
everyone passes 
on chance after 
chance to 
be the hero 


so we sit here 


waiting 

to be told 
we're not 
allowed at 

this conference 


as we'd 

long supposed 

though 

no one seemed to notice so 
we decided to go with it 

to see what happens 


and what happens 
iS we were asked to 
leave 

and did 


and called the man 
who walked us out 
a pig 

because 

he is 


September 26 


the polite thing 
would be 

to have 

no memory 


just always 
constantly 


and then delaying the 
and then delaying 
and then delay 


like a long hallway 
you round a corner 
another hallway 


all day old 
people smells 
under doors 


like it all 
only works 
with what’s lying around 


and we are around 
so often 
always open 
to the bland collapse 


the shift from 
better to just 
different 


SO persistent 
in our attempts 
to invite baristas 


out for coffee 


to exchange at 
anything other 
than the going rate 


and continuously 
dream burritos or eat 
Paris 
to bring about a 
dark bulimia I 


refuse to talk about 


July 22: Biograph Theater 


time to start killing 
flies in earnest 


while you lie 
like Rosa Luxemburg 
asleep and 
dream it's different 
that it makes sense 
doesn't kill everyone 
on purpose 
to drink our blood 


and I think I'd 
sleep a lot too 


if I were you 
and if I could 


instead I 
cheer myself on 
from the cheap seats 
voice hoarse though at 
this distance 
there's no way my voice carries 


insensible 
fits of thinness 


attention 
inanition 
intention 


move diagonal 
via Camac 
via Juniper 
past hair pastel 
and asymmetrical 


then a juggler 
like a dead friend 


why is the only 
one that works 
the bank pen? 


a leaf falls 
out of season 
directly across the notebook 
pink 
flowers 
drag 
branches 
down 


perhaps she will be dressed like a temple girl sacred to the cult of summer 
perhaps she will be hungry or have eaten 


there are armed guards you cannot 
touch anything 
take anything 
leave anything 


until these people leave this place to the perverts for the night 
and let us play 


with every now and then 
another witch panic 
thrown in 
cause the cult persists 
despite bright 
burning bonfires 
but it's alright 
once they're 
gone for the night it's 
so good it's like 
blueberry 
on the butter 
bird 
on the pillow. 


Wi 


veer 


June 18 


the time it 
takes 


place 
the specific 
physical 
somewhere 


and the 
meaning 
it makes 


when you 
combine all 
your clothes from 
all week in a 
day's dress 


and when you take them off 
the Renaissance begins 


again 


and it isn't over til you 
exit a body of water 


somewhere in there the 
idea of form is intro-/de- 
duced and takes over 
like a craze for baking 
or 
taxonomy 


under the 
x-ed out eyes of 
ASTRO CHILD of the x-ed out eyes 
crowned but 
no king hiding 


under mountains 


and this is 
all the frowns 


those are the 

rugs we found they're 

not quite enough to 

cover the floor like 
however much 
one gives one 
one wants more 


or 
failing that 
the therapeutic 
value of a 
well-timed 
haircut 
a long night with 
no one in it 


all the quiet 

the practically silent 
the program repeats 
all evening 


we do or 
do not 
get along 


we eat while 
breathing 


things are 
made to make 
a given meaning 
in a system 
of signs from 
prior times 
and then 
strange movement 
through rectangles 


that smell of urine 


slight 
upward 
slopes 
lead 
to the street 
to the shadow 
of a blacked-out eagle 
over the bones 
of all the booms 
that ever ended 


you pass through rain 
with your head stuck 
in a bucket of glitter 


through water like 
glitter along your 
body in the 
proper light as 
you exit that 
body of water 


garbage jumps 
onto trucks 


everyone suddenly remembers: 
we are electric 


May 12 


little conspiracies of 
misunderstanding 


lead to 
pleasant 
pointless 
walks 


through distant neighborhoods 
you’ve never 
been to before 


where they have the 
same things as everywhere however 
long ago it seems 


at times 
that time 

is just there 
traipsing pleasantly 


along a street of 
terracotta houses 


everyone 
living 
in cooked earth surrounded 
by an aesthetics of flowers 


a display of 
control over 
living things 


a use as ostentatious 
as a fork 
a horseshoe counter 
a cook 
a waitress 
hunger 


January 7 


antique ice under 
open 
veins 


steam thereby 
rising like 


occasions to 
say things like 


Yes 
I am still grieving 
No 
I don't know when I'll be done 


but it sure is fun 
to have a private ghost like 
only you live 
in the haunted house 


and the twist 

at the end is 

not that you're a ghost 
its this: 


you're the 
house and 
you've been 
abandoned 
all along the whole 
time lying derelict and 
empty ona 
lot long overgrown 
cat tribes living 
in your basement 
cats as feral 
as I was when 
all these ghosts were 


alive enough to really haunt you 


really flaunt the 
physical 

back before all this 
meta 

settled in like 


well here we 


are again 
old friend 
so go ahead and 
light a candle to it 
admit that you 
did do it then 
sit there like 
habitual darkness 
as lit up as 
it can be 
and still you 
can't see 


more than what the 
scarce light 
falls on like a 
shy guest 
not sure its 
been invited 
the way the 
ghosts are they 
are so considerate they 
always make it they 
always come 
no matter 
how far they 
have to go to 
get there 


April 14 


asa 
mob of 
scared 
old squares choir 
love songs to guns 


the same way 
we do but 
who doesn't 

love to hear the 

shots ring out 
in anger like there 
was an ambulance 
for everyone 


then you smile 
and the 
mirror breaks 


that's all it takes 
to see 
or not see 
depending 
on the drug 


or the 

indifference 

you feel like 

you feel your 
self 
fall 


skulls on shirts like 
motherfucker 
though 
more danger 
in the frame 
than what they 


crawl through 
not for you 
even if it seems if it 
tastes the same so 
bitter and 
sweet and 
bitter 
as 
the coffee I drink 
again and think 
media criticism now 
more than ever and 
these tangles 
of cables where 
they lead to 


sympathy with 
every kid who 
sits to the side and 
watches others play cause 
that's all I'm gonna 
do today now that 
today is over 


March 16: La ci darem la mano 
Dash me in amorous wet, I can repay you 
Walt Whitman 


we wake up 
make coffee 
shut off 
the Fault Machine 


remember ourselves 
differently 

assemble 

lost chronologies 


explain: we were doing 
this weird thing 
called sleep 

is why we couldn’t answer 


and given that 

we have a 100 

% chance 
of dying anyway 
no matter what we 
put in our mouths 


we eat bacon, we eat 
eggs and avocado 
covered in sour cream 
and let the words cross 
watch them 
pile up between us 
on one side 
of a diner booth 


after breakfast I 

call and tell them 
I’d rather not be 
oppressed today 


sorry 


and we put the 
phone away, we 


wander off 
some where 

lost objects 
wash up like 


an antique opera 
Toulouse-Lautrec coffee cup 
and sequined sneakers 


a sky blue T-shirt 
leave laden with 
plastic bags and 
bland necessities 
the train 
the time 
labor and 
laundry 


lightened by a lovely 
equilibrium that 


slows our walking, 

we fall to talking 

of how “The Waste Land” 
negates the spring 


I say Eliot 
was an idiot 


for one thing everything 
attributed to April 
actually happens in March 


for another 
no month breeds lilacs 


lilacs breed themselves 
so the dead land 
won’t be 


each flower convinced 
it can cause summer 
all by itself 
cause lilacs are that crazy 


I am wondering 
if you agree or not 
when I stop 
turn back 
and buy a popsicle 
cause you’ve been 
waiting for one 
all winter 
flavor: strawberry 
and red as a crayon 


you 

torture me with it 

til I ask you to choose 
to walk or 
be carried 


you decide to 

walk, you follow me 

I ask what time it is and 
you say, Plenty 


down my street then 
up my stairs and 

hours later 
you send a 
photograph of a 
flower 

that says you 

do agree, and we 

are each of us 


crazy as lilacs 

for one another, causing 
entire 
summers 


February 13 (a Friday) 
... Wanderer, this is the prehistory of February. 
Wallace Stevens 


travel the 
land bridge 
to Iceland 


like an invasive 
species of ape 


discover 

paintings 

of skyscrapers 

in caves where 

we huddle together 


no weapon but 

small fire 
against 
Big Cold 


get close together 
and eventually 
start talking 
but wait til we're 
tired of walking 
to invent the idea that 
brain is place 
where 
someone 
lives 


little 
alternate 
world 


and mine is 
a dystopia of 
identical haircuts 


identical outfits down 
identical halls 
to work 
and it's all repression 
everything 
all day long 
oppression 
even the 
amusements they give us 
after work before 
they turn our brains off 
and we sleep 


and who cares about 
spaceships 

who cares about 
monsters 


I care about 
weird landscapes 


and my 
path through them 
and blue ruin 
like if the 
lights go off and 


never come back on 
or robot cops 
reading your whole file 
everytime they 
scan your face they 
hear you thinking 
like a voiceover 
in a movie that's 
better without the voice over- 
explaining everything 


because ideas 
are boring 


arguments 
are boring 


photographs 
are boring 


and romance 
is boring 
holes into 
hard surfaces 
so the 
worms can 
slither out 


so the rats can 
run about and 
we can say 
secrets out loud in 
empty rooms 

and know 
that everyone 
can 
hear 
all the 
sarcasm 


January 15: Sonnet 


you keep an 
eye on someone keeps 
an eye 
on you keep 
a reasonable distance, 
sometimes 
somebody sees something, 
hears like the fly 


/wall and so on, 
you know, blah blah 
sometimes 


who doesn’t take their 
allies where they 
can doesn’t have any, 
they all come 
to peek in the window, 
see what they may 
and maybe it’s nothing, 
maybe they’re 
struck dumb, 


it’s hard to say 
before it 
happens to rain 
synonyms and moisture, 
hands and hips 
like the best version of every Saturday, 


when it’s 
really working and 
no one has to feign 
more than 
maybe half 
of what their lips 
manage to make them say 


August 2: Poem for small tigers 


let her 


linger 


if she 


wants to 


weeds and 

cobblestones 

red brick and 

white spires come 

soon enough 

between the sun 
and us 


and this 
is another thing 
entirely 
from slow 
Saturdays 
under the eye of 
pink witchcraft 
in all sizes 
like a catastrophe 
fetish or a 
lust for 
broken glass 
ruled by an eros 
of the jagged 


turned on by 

breakup anthems 
in the birthday 

bar when its 
nobody's birthday 


you 
forget 


that Sunday 
exists again 


you 
move 


fastly 


you 
abjure 


no one 
asked me 


you 
rationalize 


another taxi 


you 
pass 


through laughing 
listing joke names for 
every neighborhood 
you pass through 


last of the 

mud cats 

in the swamp hot 
full of imminent 
rain that isn't and 
Enrique Verastegui 


tiger stripes and 

tiger lilies on the 

tiger shrine tonight 
like hit me 


with that 
day of infamy 
darling 


shout that 
code word 


tora 
tora 
tora 


and even when she 
kills she 
does it sweet 


Mi, 


dill 
Ht 
aN NN i), t 
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Sestina: January 20 


it’s whatever, 

the wind, 

the whiplash, 

all endeavor a shuttering sequester 

oneself in snow, 

nostalgic as lefse, 
fuzzed like the city, 

a phantom hunched into 

a warming posture 
or posed in hopes to fetch 


eye, aptitude 

and scrutinize the fetch 
a fair price on 
the free and 
open whiplash 
effect of accurate 
R/r(omantic) posture, lead, 

leaves and opera operate 
to sequester 
a tendency toward least selectable phantom 
leafing magazines, 
read recipes for lefse 


learn in detail 
all about this lefse, 
Norwegian tortilla like 
now fetch us one 
that leaves 
taste of phantom, 
fall from trees and 
watch until 
the whiplash comes and 
pulls upon the next sequester, 
contorts to reach 
a more oblique posture, 


bending pitch incessant 


sort of posture 
person roughly the 
same shape as lefse is 
a Scandinavian crepe, sequester 
me softly we’ ll 
teach it to play fetch 
and shake hands 
so hard 
the whiplash falls on the 
false back 
of another phantom 


wine and 
vinegar fume 
drudgery phantom 
vapors so 
thick they 
have audible 
posture 
before focus comes sharp 
the next whiplash 
comforts us 
as the smell of fresh 
lefse wafts above and over, 
comes to fetch us 
home from crusades 
to sequester 


the sort of thing 
one cannot sequester, 
ghost, 
wraith, 
spook 
or perhaps a phantom 
tumbler of rum drunk 
between fetch errands 
run in 
stooped posture 
like something you’ve 
never tasted, lefse, 
real Russian kasha or 
genuine whiplash 


after whiplash second-sided 
as lefse 
shape is posture 
is why 
sequester, drag after 
phantom efforts 
to fetch 


August 24: Angelbat anatomy 


it goes 
Marx in the morning 
Benjamin at bedtime 


side one of 
Tusk twice a day 
and it's 
one angel wing 
one bat wing 
in high feather above 
knifethroat newspapers 
clutching a 
book with a 
red cover 
printed in 
Moscow 
19 
a2 


but you 

want to talk about 
punching a 
sphere in the 
morning 
always 
against the idea 


you own something 
you get to sling 
anger like a sovereign 
any time you feel 
static as 
mist when 
waves break 
under the 
weight the 
sea the 
surge 


January 19 


like all kinds of 
brief lucidity 
like a light fever 
once in a great while 
when it comes 
in a clay jar, leads 
amid trees 
see-through 
as long as 
the season lasts, 
i.e. forever 


write letters like 
Dear Eros, 


We miss you like 
a migratory bird 


cut the letter up 
rearrange the words is 
what grammar when 
you sleep sideways eye 
me like a semicolon effect 
the close, the open, is-ing everlastingly as it 
always does or 
simply must if 
because you 
choose to can’t quite 
get the job done 


ask the Fun Cop 

why he hates fun 
he says he doesn’t but 
there are limits 


tell him that is 
an extremely cop 


thing to say 


play your part in the 

play along like 

here’s a couple dollars 
play a couple songs 

to sing along to sip whisky 
while 


March 28 


monkeys are 
blowing kisses in my 
French lesson like 
where else? 
entirely unsure on 
which of these eight records 
Figaro is finally married 


and really not 
concerned 
about it like 
leaving the 
libretto out when 
you put the opera away 


or 
delaying dinner til the last minute 
like what I do is 

I'm hungry 

for a living 


all the light at 
strange angles since the 
furniture 
rearrange 
the general tidy-up 
which makes this 
the first day 
of the Reconquest of Dust 


and 
all day 
done while 
sitting down 
and with the 
head bowed 
not even 
looking around 


at all the 
alphabets around 
the room all the 
discontexted images 


stuck 
all over 
the place 
so many 
I forget 
is that ....? 
or Helen 


yellow sunflowers 


oh 
Elaine? 


no 


wait its 
Jane 


but anyway 
what's with 
all the names? 


what's with you? and who 
are you 
with? 


as if 


one could be 
without dissolving 
to a puddle of dust 


here until 
the next gust or 
the next 
clean up 
comes 


next time you're 
a little bored and 
pleasantly sore 
in the center 
of the body 
laughing a little at 
the night before and 
L'etoile de la mort 
and in the 
same way 


it's whatever 
it's okay 
all the 
same things are 


still happening 
in outer space 


t 


BORN TO DIE 


SOCIAL DEMOCRACY IS A FUCK 
5at# Kill Em All 1919 
lam trash man 
410,757,864,530 DEAD FREIKORPS 


October 20: Inauguration of the Sassy Swirl 
for Bela 


calculate 
roughly 
another week on the precipice 


haul a big 
sack of words 
somewhere and sell it 


eat the money 


smoke about 
Uptown 

in the past tense 
then 

go back 

to Uptown 


listen to an opera 


Barcelona 
and a volume 
of Edgar Allan 
in the background 


pink geometry 
as something 
to inhabit 


abstract and 
holographic, 
hieroglyphic 
and abstract 
as an atlas with an excess of right angles 


many more than 
ever appear 
in nature 
clings to fringes 


of a neighborhood 
corpsed out in 
the spirit of the season 
follows 
season 
senselessly 
in a blind cycle 
the basis 
of the whole idea of 
similes, of metaphors 
tossed at random 
over the plastic that 


everything 
is made of 
except for 
crushed cockroaches and 
pictures of paintings 
by Michaelangelo 
cut from a stolen book 
stuck to the walls of the 


Dear Dirty Darlington, 


In this poem, you are like Ulysses, only with no Penelope, only ship and sea and sirens 
singing 
then a recitative 
then an aria 
and then 
comes the end 
of the overture 


out of place 
played on a vintage 
red synthesizer 
from the baroque era 
back when music 
was a thing that happened 


somewhere 
and one time 


and you had to 
be there to hear it 

again you had to 

get another invite 

from the Baron 


buy another ticket 


that’s how it used to be 
and now it isn’t 


June 21 


pink witchcraft like 
propaganda and a 
lit candle 


also pink 


frankincense 
and lavender 


a few days of heat 
do in the roses 


antiquated habits 
of an afternoon 
straps slipped 
off shoulders 
in the sunlight 
of the longest day 


where you 

sit is there 
anything 

and can you 
see or hear it? 


are you wearing the 
pants without 
pockets again so 
you can hold 
nothing 
but thoughts and 
sounds that 
pass through you 
however briefly? 


are you practicing 
the sufficient glance? 


I am scribbling with 
the blue 
the black 
the red 
the blue 
the bank pen 
then the red one again 
in my still unstolen 
pink notebook 


hello thief 
have you read the whole 
thing so far? 


what do you 
think? 
I'm not sure either but 
stay tuned 
poisonous snakes play 
a major part 
in our story 


as do thick clouds 
of swirling dust that 
obscure the vision 
and/or memory 


like hey 
remember me? 


yeah me neither 
but whatever 


there's ice cream 
in the freezer 
and various 
openings 
in the walls 


there's a lighter lost then 
found again in 


folds of lap fabric then 
promptly lost but 


who cares? 


this 
is the shortest night 


it rests lightly 

on the land 

like soon it might 

have to rise and go 
though 
that isn't 
really 
how it goes 


really night is 
stationary and 
the sun comes 
back 


January 13 (a Friday) 


just enough 
disillusion 
to let the 
music in 
underneath you so 
here we are 


leaving aside 
the significance 
of noted bunglers 
because if you 
haven’t then you 
have not and 
kids and 
old men 
will fight 
in the street 
all summer long 
(assuming that season 
ever returns) 
no matter 
what we do 
so leaving that out 
and going back 
to the tremendous interest 
there is in the things 
we’re all so interested in 
like what are these pipes 
distributing what to whom 
and other questions 
touching on themes of 
sex drugs and taxes 
til we’re all batshit 
then they 
start the shitshow 


when it ends they 
start it over again 


that’s just how shit goes 
but you get to pick the music 


so I play Cuban voodoo singing 
to African deities slightly 
dressed up as saints 
and her voice is 
as beautiful as ever 
though certainly 
sharper now 
the whole genre bittersweet 
in a way it never was 
which applies to 
pretty much 
every genre and it 
is most definitely 
not a daisy age anymore 
if in fact it ever was 
anything more 
than a dialect 
we were speaking 


like not even 

a whole language just 
argot and jargon with an 
absurd accent 


asking questions 
that cannot possibly 
have answers 

like blah blah 

no answers 

blah then 

explain something 
say some quote like 

Play it again, Sam 
something so obvious 
it’s awesome 

then 

change the subject 
to the heebee 
jeebies they give me 


when they all congregate 
in that way they have like 


hey you’re great now 

tell me I’m great and they 
get so very good at it 
they forget to do anything 


so the trash doesn’t 
get taken out, it 
piles up as do the 
dirty dishes and dust 


lies ever overything 
neighbors phones ring 
audibly through the wall 


like their 
laughter and orgasms 
their angry shouts 
at the pets the 
kids the 
television plays 
at degradation 
the same way 
we do, courts it and 
puts it on display 
and we not only watch we 
use it for a clock, tell the 
time by the type of shame, 
the nature of the writhing 
and we’re 
wreathed in weed smoke 
the whole time 
wide eyed and blinking 
drinking coffee getting 


ready to go 

riding around with 
Don Quixote 

as soon as 

the show’s over 


April 18 


nails painted the same color as the skyline 
sitting around everywhere reading a book that says 

I LOVE DICK 
in big green letters across the cover 
heading home at the hour when almost everything 
is what the fuck every car 1s creepy every 
person is afraid of you 


want to look 
as much like an 
old picture of you 
as possible 
which isn't 
very possible 
explain old 
songs you used to 
fuck to and 
things stuck 
to your walls 
right now 
explain everything 
and not well like 
a documentary 
about a subculture 
you used to 
belong to 


guys you knew 
older now still 
dressed the same 
slacker chic and 
the ubiquitous 
hoodie 


seen in the 
apartment you cleaned 
to impress someone 
who didn't come over 
spinning 
dim reminders 


of the dragon- fly recliner back when there were no 
windows in the wall and the apartment had a 

waterfall though by then the tendency 

toward disassembly was already in place 

not sure you can recall a face anymore 

or where exactly on the floor the mirror was 


or how long it took 
to realize you 
were in Serious trouble 
like the view 
from inside was 
warped by the bubble 
then obvious problems when the damn thing 
pops 
and blinded you 
fall back on 
fake complexity 
doubts blur in 
squinted eyes 
you find it all 
compelling 


as an incomplete 
collection or the 


making of places 
moving of objects 


through spaces 
and the practice of 


different faces 
for the different 


things they say 
when they speak 


to say things like: 
what real hope 
does the flesh have 
if the will is weak? 


like there was any point to any of it except to artfully murder an afternoon 


agonizing the idea that your entire life might be merely decorative 


or as prone to futile suicide urges as the French Intellectual Tradition 


and just as half intelligent, half full of shit 


that's up to you to figure out 
care to or ignore 

like a puzzle in progress 

ina friend's room where 

and wave your hand like you 
which is funny cause 


you don't 


not half as compelling as 
the songs of this 
Crowleyite witch who 
really means it for 

some reason 


if you 

if you'd rather 
ona table 

you sit at a school desk 


know the answer 


we all know 


September 10 


how it has 
other ends, has 
hyacinths and wisps 
that curl 
away from 
one another, and 


how it 
changes, as 


sigh, 


I suppose 
it has to be this way 
everything 
a bit diminished 
from day to day 


until even 
sitting in the 
dark somewhere 
is different 


gets cast in 
absence and echoes 
and you realize 
the birds you hear are 
really rats and 


so are you 


some version 
of some animal 
maladapting some place 


digging 
numerous holes through space or 
staring at a 


potted cactus where 
genre dictates a fountain 


sit 

high 

under 

naked 

sky, reading 
dirty poems from 
one thousand years ago 


and they make all the 
gears go but 
I guess it must 

be just 

a good translation 


of daydreams 
into space language 


or something else, un- 
intelligible but with 
contours to follow like 
cats that arch and 
pose on eaves 
keep close 
watch with those 
eyes 
they 
do 
not 
stop having 


and that is what it’s like 
when you describe something 


accurately 
for once and 
in the way 
it is said to be 
a thing that 


one might do, 


but who? 
no, who exactly? 


I’m not sure 
it’s a good idea 
to ask me 
that or 
any questions on 
Alligator Glitter Day 


unless you desire 
A minor 
might be 
interesting or 
might be 
cats howling in the alley behind my house 


or off renditions 
by amateur singers of 
other people’s songs 
and they can sing all night long 


they can 
giggle and 
stretch elegant 
and make you want to 
sing along 


or at least 

rhyme with them 

by accident, like no, 
it hasn’t happened yet 


so we’re here 
waiting 


and while we wait 
we’re gonna wait 
right here 


December 24: Poesia atroz 


whatever you're 
looking for was 
in your pocket the whole time 
and I suppose 
your average messiah 
was some kind of 
unbelievably nice guy 
and sure I suppose I 
would like to be that 
but I know that 
Mario Santiago 
was some kind of 
whatever it was he was 
and fact is I 
would rather be that 
even if I have to 
change languages 
I mean 


you guys 


he really read poems 
in the shower 

he really wrote poems 
over the text in poetry books 
he just took them over like 
so this is my book now 


probably sometimes 
out of spite 
probably sometimes 
out of lack of paper 
but more out of 
focus on the poem 
at the expense of 
all else 
and I 


try to 


focus too 
but it's difficult 
cause I'm so focused 
on keeping you 
out of the poems and 
in focus 
so I can 
see clearly 
know why I 
feel weary 
in the morning that 
takes place 
in the late afternoon 
in the same room 
where all these 
afterwards got started 
way back in the day 


when it 
used to be 
thrilling as 
pool hall decolletage 
on the right person 
or at least the 
right version 


of this song you like that 
everyone's covered 


badly 
or maybe 
you bastard 
both of these things 


happening at once 
and all of it 
so Scorcese 


she dips slow 
sights the shot while the 


bass plays low 
and when she 
strikes the cue 
the guitar starts 


rhythmic chords 
so you can't 
stand up so you 
fall over like 
one's will was 
on the line 
whatever was 
wanted was 
wagered 
and it looked like 
she was 
gonna win 
and you 
hoped she did 


March 15 


Gibbon: 


Ponge: 


script with 
obvious 
repetitive 
subtlety 


Twenty-two acknowledged concubines and 

a library of sixty-two thousand volumes, 
attested the variety of his inclinations, and 
from the productions he left behind him, 

it appears that the former as well as the latter 
were designed for use rather than ostentation. 


Being sedentary they spend their time 
complicating their own forms, bringing their 
bodies to an apogee of analytic complexity. 
Wherever they happen to be born, however 
sequestered they may be, they're interested 
only in perfecting their expression: They 
groom themselves, adorn themselves, and 
wait for someone to come and read them. 


like a 
movie with 
bad continuity 


actors abruptly 
turned the other way 
from cut to cut 


wrong clothes 


so you 
daze off and 
imagine 
afternoons 


that can never happen 
or the summer of 
1863 


everything 
screaming 
I'm on fire 
please 

look at me 


mourning over 

mud cats 

dredged up on some 
Georgia island 

for a dollar 


and 

in fact 
already 
replaced by 


blue politics and 
black daffodils 


panic 
attacks 


the 
heart 


attack 
lasts 


all 
night 


so shuffle the 
pages and pray 


until nostalgia 
drowns out 
jackhammers 


wielded by 
others under 
the curse of work 


back to 
the notebook 
again 


stooped by mere 
necessity the mother of 


condemned to indefinite silence 


back to 
Karma Police 
again 


reduced to mere 
necessity the mother of 


bile in the back of the throat 


Mort Sahl versus 
the morbid urges 
of the attacked heart 


take map 

and pen 

and color in 

all the places 
you've ever been 


draw a line under 
every time you are 
surprised 

by an adjective 

or emotion 


say anything 
like some 
malformed ritual 


where even the 
censors are laughing as 
they edit out orgasms 
and replace them 

with murders 


brass knuckles and 
raised eyebrows 


genre editing 


bee-drone 
danger noises 
before 

action 

breaks out 


something 
jumps out 
of the jungle 


and it's you 

as an animal 
who h(a)unts 
your human self 


or an alien 
who h(a)unts 
your animal self 


and you stare 

into your own 

alien and/or 

animal eyes 

until you both 

join the 

hypnotist's union like 


a band with 
no instruments 
and borrowed songs 


here the poem 

contains a reference 

to a pop star 

as contrast 

to lead the 
listener 

to the unstated 
conclusion that 
the culture is 
shallow 


or something 


here the poem stops 
believing in itself and 
goes on 

being written 

only out of 
obligation to 

the end of the line 
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May 27 


Little 

orange 

light 

lends continuity 

to the discontinuous 
taking places, 
carousel 
of hearts and faces 
and/or rhythmic 
intermittent 
yellow lines, 


all of which 
stand in for time or 
represent 


Rod Stewart records and 
nothing else 
can explain how 
hunger is 
our condition 


like we’re sickened 
by the sight of 


so many feasting, 
or we’re all babies 


and we’re all teething, 
really feeling 


the fangs grow in. 


October 17: Black kitten blues 
Unchastity and poverty our professions 
Brecht 


circles subsidize 
the dire circus 
as the 

lone clown 
cringes under 
whipcracks in 
the absence of 
any lion 


ridden 
acrobatic as 
an ersatz horse 


under an 
empty big top 
the time 
whatever time 
I say it is 
whatever 
day it is 
whether do 
or don't 
or ever 
again 
we 
are 
still 
friends 


you still get the treasure maps 
though it's now clear 
no treasure will be found 


but you know 
whatever 


you can 
hang around 


we can 
dig a hole 
so deep 
it makes a 
big deal 
of whatever's down there 
even if it's 
not real 
even if it's 
only sun birds 
blind and backward 


and they screech 
like mad for what 
little is left 

in the year 


and they screech so bad 
you want to cover your ears 
with a band 
named after 
a genre and 
actually 
kinda like it 
like the 
emptiest 
city ever but 


the best parties 
in nowhere 
parts of it 


where they 
know a lot 


about arena rock and 
where to get 
a sandwich 


where they read 
tax forms 
and dogs 
read books 


where an implacable 
lack of patience for 
anything but 
a parade of shapes 


and they take 
full advantage 
of each willing 
accomplice 


June 26: no llores mi querida 


the rabbits I see 
all the time 
on my way 
through the dark 
to the Darlington 
can only 
see me 
as a predator 


which is fair enough, since 
I see them 
as food 
even the ones I 
name after ex-presidents 
stretched out and 
smoking on the grass 


yesterday there were 
seven or eight slices 
of American cheese on the bannister 


I don’t know who put it there and later it was gone 


it was like seeing 
one of our catchphrases 
stickered to a car 


today is Desire and the Satires 
of Horace, the purchase 
and immediate use 


of sharp tools to 
reconnect the 
cut, the severed 
words that twist into 
unsolvable crosswords, mismatched 
clues insanely vague in their 
seeking of rare synonyms for 


nouns that refer to 
obscure sentiments sung about by 


Emmy Lou Harris and a 
puzzle from 
rural Minnesota, 


one of those rare pearls 
the prairie tosses out, 
a pure product of America 
in exactly the shape 
the doctor predicted we 
might be 


suitably hungry for such richness 
Arcana II, the Empress 


observe the difference 


Dylan’s “Sara” is a sort of earnest satire that can’t quite take its own assertions seriously, 
though it seems to want to, to regret the failure, and it is this which makes it succeed at 
being what it feels it fails to 


while Fleetwood Mac’s “Sarah” pretends to pure sincerity and is thereby merely kitsch 


though it is 
mostly a question of 
mood in any event 


what you “feel” like 
at the time 
and I feel like 
all the bells are ringing 
specifically for me 
cause maybe | might like that 


and I do 
to hear them 
in faint distance when I 
flip the record over with my 
tired 
bones 


February 7 


it goes 
rowhouse 
rowhouse 
rowhouse 
cemetery 
elementary school 


though mostly it's just 
me and 
stray cats 
again 
as usual 


sometimes we 
make friends but 
more often not 


so there is 
more time for 


The Handbook of Useless Gestures 
and 
A Field Guide to North American Sweaters 


to distract yourself 
from the fact that 
work is almost every 
entire day and geometry is 
heavy cylinders in 
cold space 
sufficient for 
them to all fit 
only one way 


the way that 
lust sits 


across the room 
and eyes you for 
an hour or more then 


appears in the skin 
of someone else entirely 
someone you don't know 


slips you a note 
reading 
Hi! 215-626-6715! 


then turns to go 
back where 


all the tired 
in the world resides 
in your lower back and 


why don't they 
have a cure for that and where 
is male birth control 


I would gobble it 
and so 
would a lot of men I know 
and oh 
look 
this 
is a political poem now 


but a shy one that 
caught in the act 
resorts to 
dissembling and 
glancing away 
just fast enough 
to get caught by 
the person you're 
looking at when 
they look at you like 


peek-a-boo 


and then pretends it 
isn't true 


this isn't 
a political poem 
at all 
it's about 
flirting and being 
about things but not being 
sure exactly what like 


I wonder 


and then 
gazing off like 
cue the daydream music 
vaseline the lens 
now this 
isn't even 
poetry anymore 
it's 
a musical number 
that tells the sad story 
of a dead man 
with no friends 
and another 
different dead man and 
his dead friends 
and nothing connects these 
dead men 
except a certain 
intensity of the eye 


it's a sad song 
and the singing of it 
pushes along 
the plot of this 
musical that 
was a poem once 
before any of us came along 


and adapted it 
into a major 
motion picture 


starring 
me (as portrayed 
by you) taking my 
sweet time 
over cities that I 
know you've been to 
taking the trouble 
to collage them up with 
other 
different cities 
to make them last longer 


even some from 
other eras when 
everyone 
dressed different than 
now or some other then 


but 
besides that 


it was all 
basically the same 
as everything in 
all the anywheres 
each and everywheres 
where 
one could 
ever go 
in search of someone to 
show this and 
ask if this is or is 
not in fact 
a poem 
and if so is it or 
which parts 
are political 
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August 17 


sit on the lawn and 
let it all 
spin out 
for a minute, find 
backways through the garden gate 
in case the alley 
fills up with imps, with 


gremlins 
playing 


hunt-the-weak 


another saturdayed Wednesday or maybe 


Friday night 

for people 

who like to mope a bit 
and hope 
that it is all real 
and all really 
alright and really 
happening 
and to them 


a thing 
to explain to friends 
after it ends 


January 21: Hollywood Meat Market 


this is 
our list 
of annihilation 
scenarios 
they have 
recess 


right next to 
the cemetery 


there's a wall 


the kids don't 
see anything 
the dead don't 
see anything 
only a 
passerby is 
privy 
to the image 
dirty ice pock- 
marked with salt 
rock and 


spherical wind 


prodigious of 
ache and 
holes in 
sweaters and 
hiding places like 


don't try to find me 
said in 


black and 
white we 


cry be- 
side an 
airplane 


on some movie set made 
into a runway for 
the afternoon 


big 
hangar 
painting 
scattered 
potted 
palms 
bottled 
rain and 
feelings 
and when it 
all combines 
it can almost 
seem real for 
three or four 
minutes at a time 
no more 


Mayhem 
in the morning 


take 
your medicine 


watch 
the register 


wash 
the dishes 


display 


if you are 
indifferent I am 
indifferent to it 


explain 
you can't try 
to intuit 
you just do it like 
sleep when you 
can read when you 
can't 
that 
or watch 
bullshit about 
pyramids 
about aliens 
and nazis 
until 
slanted 
winter 
sun 


un- 
polished 
cymbals 
12:30 
ghosts in the graveyard 


12:45 


lean against 
chain link 


sO 


NiO) 
frightfully 


NYO) 
frightfully 


tired 


sunlit 
midnight 


dissonance 
and changes 


the switch 
from word 


to image 
the itch 


from tiny 
insects 


and the 
alphabet 


on all 
the paper 
asking 
how much of this 
is trivia? 


how much 

imposed decencies 
each and 

every one 

indecent as 

recent events when- 
ever recent is? 


so? 
what do you 
expect? 


I don't know 


what do you 
suggest? 


March 10: Frosted Treat Sack 
for Gina 


I don't 
speak Spanish anymore 


I don't 
write poems ever 


I talk 
about boys and 
rape culture like 
cause 
effect 
effect 
cause 
cause 
effect, I 
wear shoes out and 
light cigarettes on 
the stove electric 


and sometimes 
people bite me then 
disappear 


sometimes 
a whole lacrosse team 
appears 
and argues over whether 
I need 
or merely want 
a blow job 
out front of the only place 
on the entire earth where 
I 
am not 
the most 
curmudgeon 


where even I know 


that a book 
of anatomy 
all the 
skin peeled off 
the bodies 
is not 
a sexy gift 

for a girl who 

doesn't like you like that 


like a Bolshevik 
bred in a bathroom 
breathing heavily 
through the mouth 
which is also for 
talking and 
eating and 
oral sex and 
cigarettes and 
drinking dreams where 
all your teeth fall out and 
fall in the gutter where 
dying fish 
flop about 
open-mouthed 
in piles of 
smashed 
pifiata candy and 
rusted glitter 
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June 29 


The moon could be descried at its azimuthal equivalents 
with the complication that there are lunar maxima and 
minima so that for the six solar positions there are, at 
the simplest, eight for the moon. 


Aubrey Burl 


it's hard to talk to 
a guitar solo 


fourteen feet of 
increased weird from 
fifty years ago 


asking hey 

how long before 
everything's boring again 
you think? 


how long til we 

speak in fake accents to 

people who 

are not what they appear to be? 


how long til 
every dish 
in the house 
again like 
every page of 
Proust was 


written in bed so we read it in bed and 
swell up like 
glad balloons 


we have 
morning at 
night 


margin 

full of 

flies 
some of which bite 


the sky 


full of 
falling water 
sound and 
light 


remembered 
like a giant 
sugar sphinx and 
all the ways the 
beach can kill 


other trainwreck versions 
of Twist and Shout 
one has heard 


or the fact that 
nearly everything 
said takes a 
detour to 

get where 

sent to 


whom 


October 29: Slide guitar with a pill bottle 
Play your ass off. It don't make no difference 
Duane Allman 
fall right the 
fuck back into 
bed and forget it 
Friday? 


never happened 


no Friday 
has ever happened 


or will ever 
happen again 


get up to eat a peach and lie back down 
make errors and frown 


three types 
of honey 


two of 
blues 


bittersweet 

cult of 

crashed motorcycles 
and crossroads 


in the long ago so 
black and white times 


navigated with a 
map of the moon 


January 24: Arguably Chicago is Edinburgh not Glasgow 


this 
any city 
every 


frozen 


ice like 
broken 
glass in 
every crevice 


take a 
long walk 


forget a whole 
avenue so the 
walk 
gets 
longer 
like 
hey 
tell me 
another one of those 
beginning 
middle 
end things 


tell me anything 
any random anecdote 
like a drab antidote 
to some sequined poison 
curled up 
under the tongue 
that makes one 
ache narrative and ape 
the carriage of one’s betters 


mistake their 


stutters and lisps 
for high refinement 
twist one’s lips 
to similar 


which is no 
real accomplishment 
anymore than getting 
really good at accidents 
and injuries and if I am 
ever rid of these 
damned letters I’m sure we’ll 
talk then 

and it’ll be 

perfectly interesting 


we'll be old friends 
you can read the diary 


I leave 

under your pillow 
so I know where to 
find it when I 

get back from 


sulking and 
fleeing police someplace 
like Scotland 
where some support 
Caledonian Thistle 
and others are 
for Hearts 


March 6: Minha canc4o é saudade 


that’s all the 


pretty lies 
I need 
please and thank 
you 
where I mail postcards, Dear 
You 
on random posters 
is all the 
meaningless 
coincidence 


I care to notice 


loud as silence, sharp 
as flannel red and 
black on random strangers 


I hate feeling 
like the people 
in Herodotus 
who just do 
not stop 
fulfilling prophecies 
they’re trying so hard 
to not fulfill 
and every single 
thing they do 
brings down the 
gods’ will 


a comforting explanation 
and I lack 

so much as that cause 
I’ve got no gods cause 
they were all killed 
leaving me with 

nothing to pray to but 


an absence 
and however 
soft it seems, however 
much you wave your 
parts about and mouth 
the script with feeling 


spring is coming 
like a plague and 
this war is gonna end 
someday 


and we find that so, so sad we agree to start another one right away 
cause what will Death do without some place to play 
and I know we say 
we hate it 
but we’re lying 
I think 
or maybe 
it’s like 
when you say 
I love you 
and you don’t mean it 
because it’s true 
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May 6 


when it comes to 
catching fire I'm 
blasé about it 
most of the time I 
notice burnt parts 
after the fact and 
that's all 
that happens 


I decide 
to write a poem tonight and 


Maya agrees 
to star in it 


which is exactly 
how nice she is like blue 
is the bluest color 


don't you 
think so, Maya? 


no 


she tells me 
in some cultures 
there is no blue 


it's Just a sort of green. 


which is what a kid 
will tell you if 
you ask and 
no one ever 
explained blue 
to that particular kid yet 


it's basically like blue 


doesn't exist 
says Maya 


and the poem's audience 
applauds their heroine 


she says, Merci 
and then explains, 
that's French, 
and they applaud again 


and I watch 
leaning 

against a car that 

doesn't belong to me 
smoking 

another cigarette 
wanting to be 

unworking instead 


wondering 
why Maya doesn't 
want any 
ribbons in her hair, no 
plastic barrettes or anything 


wondering 
what color the 
sky is becoming 
in the act of 
growing dark 


June 11: Unresolved karma 


A lot of puddles. 


A lot of old records 
I used to like, back when 
I liked things 


and that was the sort of thing 
a person like me would do. 


Which isn’t how 
it is anymore, and it 
can be new, 
if it has to, so long as 
it sounds the same. 


Who has time 
for taste reform 
at my age, which 
is exactly however old you are 
and always will be. 


And maybe I’m locked out, 
and maybe I’m not, but this 
is definitely 
anchor dragging behind 
or being etched 
onto the bicep 
of some bass player like 


can 


say what- 


ever we 


want, but 


I’m pretty sure the clerk can 
see us in the mirror as we 
conspire beside a 

beer cooler. 


And maybe our reflections get mixed up, 
maybe our images are backwards. 


Maybe we are 
missing one another 
right now or 
haven’t met. 


It’s whatever, like 
I’m an apathy after 
a given number of 
cocktails and/or lovers, 
I’m an old napkin, 
or I’m named after myself 
like Ryan Eckes 
amid the hectic 
halo of letters closed 
with x’s and 0’s with 
one or two Wuthering 
Heights pictures enclosed and I 
want to thank everyone 
who ever seriously considered 
having a kid with me 
for not going through with it. 


What would we do with it? however 
possible it 

may have seemed in some 

taqueria somewhere, 

however long ago that it’s all 

long over 

and I don’t care 


to repeat it. 

long over 

and I don’t care 

to repeat it. 
long over 
and I don’t care 
to repeat it. 
repeat it. 
repeat it. 


Is there enough of you? I don’t see 
how there could be, 
though it could be 
that my demands 
are overly reasonable, 
that it’s actually feasible 
they might be met. 


And what then? 


Exactly, so 
we 
writhe in effigy 
for one another 
counterfeit fathers 
and mothers full of 
fractures that are the same 
fractures, 
the same type, 
however ripe the 
fruits appear to be, 
however sweet like 


Dear Distant Darling 


you are 
so dear 
to me 
precisely 
because 
you are 
distant 


at least 

in this 

one instance as 

in every case, 
wherever the place, 
whoever and however 
divided the individuals. 


August 31: Alabama Song 


Thenceforth a serious political struggle was altogether 
out of the question. A literary battle alone remained 


possible. 
Communist Manifesto 
professional 
entertainers 
of children with 
honorifics 


a mister, a doctor, a captain 


some of whom 
were hired killers 
a sniper 
a slitter of throats 


though 
not 
inspite 
because of 
elaborate 
televised 
kindness 


playful melodies and gentle descriptions 
of places like factories where 
marbles are made 


the insistence on 
inside sweater 
and inside shoes 


the persistence of 
talking to puppets 
and never going away 


like the way 

the cat hunts the 
notebook as the 
fascists take control 


not history 
historiography 


not hemorrhage 
hysteria 


smothering panic 
sui generis 
rises like steam over 
all the mixed signals backlit 
by neon by 
fluorescence 
by misspelled 
words along the 
alcohol slalom on your 
way to 
the next 
whiskey bar 
like 
Bertolt Brecht with 
blood 
in your 
mouth, because 


December 31 


persistence 
of certain 
motifs 

fire and 

flowers 

for 

example 
but in 
juxtaposed 
places 


flowers in the fireplace 
flames in thin cylinders of glass 


another motif an 

abundance of roses so 
rose incense 
dried roses 
rose petals 
a rose pink fan 


spread out on the mantle 


where churches 

where abstract trains and 
antique Paris 

where Bach where 
novelty eyewear 

where unbroken wishbone 


broken 
tile 

broken open 
oystershells 


and dead flowers 
on the hearth 


glued in space between 
a rabbit 
a skeleton funeral train tracks 


and of course 
the rabbit is recognizable 


and of course 
the only one who’s not a skeleton is the corpse 


and of course 
the train tracks trail off into the distance and of course you walk along them 


and it looks silly to you 
makes you make jokes like 
I guess I'l take up the harmonica 
that only you can laugh at 
and every day you 
see the same 
stray dog the same 
series of cats 
each of which considers itself an emperor of everything 


you pick up 
a pretty rock 
you pick up 
a single die 
big asa 
walnut and 
golden yellow, numbered with black impressions 


and it all goes into the fireplace 
along with every coin 
and an odd sort of seed cone you’ve never seen before 
and the kitten’s 
food and water 
she plays there 
constantly 
pestering away at the 


palm leaf or 


getting tangled in the 
obligatory handful of spanish moss 
like 
there’s no 
metaphor coming 
forget it 


I’m not going to equate myself or you to one another and/or the kitten 
I’m not going to suggest it means anything other than kittens like to play 


I’m not going to suggest that she and I have much in common beyond the obvious 
use of a 
tail to 
communicate and 
ornament our presence 


to mark our passage through the day 
unhappy as a moss giraffe 
wearing pearls 
wearing toeshoes 
and flinching at 
all the explosions, be they 
gunfire 
or fireworks 


flinching at all of them 
equally and 

every time 

even though 

truthfully 


many of them 

are gunshots 
most of them 

are gunshots 
almost all of them 
are gunshots 


the noise is entirely gunshots 


but it’s in 

celebration 
of our annual attempt 
to murder the sky 


we do it every year 

and it’s never been successful 
so I don’t know why 

anyone 

sky included 

should care all that much 


and anyway 
it’s a lot of fun 
something to do with 
all the extra weather 
since winter 
refused to come 


so we cycle through the 
other seasons 


every day 
spring mornings 
summer afternoons 
autumn evenings 
and at night 


it doesn’t know what it is 
sometimes it gets cold but only ever 
apologetically and never for 
very long 

most of the time it just isn’t day and that’s all 


so you light 
all the candles 
on the altar 


July 3 


wind blows 
into various 
interiors, numerous 


instances 
of hollow space 
that may or 
may not 
lead to the 
navel of summer 
writing 


words across it 


see them the 
next day 
puta 

hand there 


patriotic as a 
sphinx in sun’s glare 
what to do but stare 
and turn over 
old wonder 
about the way it moves 


(feeling frequently as a 
mere monkey or some 
dark crustacean 
ravings on a warm night, sitting outside on the sidewalk cause it’s too hot in the 
Darlington 
wonder 
ing what the 
fuck am I do 
ing 


which is stupid 


what I’m do 
ing is wonder 
ing 
this is in praise of 
illicit commerce 

on the streets of Chicago 
fast transactions that make long walks 

in the comparatively 

cooler evening 
feasible as a 
leashed feline 
still funny how 
implausible it is 

when you see it 
fade back 
to a big bank and a broke 
corporation 

the realization 

there isn’t a 
single air conditioner 
in all of Uptown 


no one sits comfortable here, we’re all pouring sweat, drinking 


anything 
with ice in it 


July 31 


resistance 
token as 
persistent 
thoughts like 
Jay Gatsby 
got what he 
had coming 
and Mozart 
in the morning 
the actual morning the prior 
part of it 
laugh through 
the whole book 
crack up 


at the bad mixed 

boat metaphor 

at the end and 

turning motor 
sounds in silence 
makes record rotate 
makes songs illustrate 

scenes from the 
theater of silliness 

like you want bubble? you're damn right 


until Graham Chapman comes in 
dressed as a British Army colonel 


and that's it 
scene over 


cue Tele-Cine 
and all the rest of it 


cue car 
commercial 


soundtracks 
to the wearing 
of seatbelts 
when you attend 

the crashing 

of a Chrysler 

into a Ford 


and later 
what was left 
of the car was 
taken away and you 
don't know where and you 
don't know what they did with it 


and it's like that 


like all the snacks 
are just reconstituted crumbs 
until some shy kid 
knocks from inside the house 
to wave at you 


it sort of cheers you up 

and they have 

books in the 

window of that house 
spines turned to the inside 
so outside sees 
only pages 

feels an urge 
to turn them 


and then Fiir Elise 
from the Beethoven 
ice cream truck 
just before the 
doing 
again 
of 
things 
done 


pitalism Lx] 


(x) Capitalism has stopped working, 


Uninstall 


June 8 
for Grace 


wake up with my 
hand on your hip like 
a sixgun and 
get 
moving 


a fugitive from a 
huge 
square 

art market in a 
public 
park 

like Pei-Shen Qian 


seek asylum 
in a diner 


call everyone sweetheart and 
kiss you in front of your friends 
and also 
some old ladies 
it turns out 
no one knows 


they just turn up sometimes and 
there they are like 
Debbie Harry 
stuck in a 
cutup El Greco 
or black mirror- 
holographic 
animal print and 
tiger rainbows arching 
like a tiger's back over 
The University of Style 


ablaze like 
an awkward sparkler 


awkward as 
a blazing spark 


or a have you noticed 
it's always evening 
but never dark 


when they come 
to explain 
our opinions to us 


and our feelings 
and our opinions 
of our feelings 


in an act of 
authentic charity 
that leaves us 


heartshaped and 
dangling into the 
absence of absence 


a Copernican swing of greater gravity and distance 
governed by inconstant laws of physics 


as they apply to 
Roy Acuff and 
coffee and Queen 


Freddie Retrograde of 
mangled lyrics 

in the mid- 

the mid-early 
early-late 

morning but 


never at dusk 
I would never do that 


when I could take 


all the Swedish I know 
into a mouth full 
of blueberry soup while 


should I 
write it all down 
I wonder 
and likely 
always will 


like to 
break the spine 
for the first time 
fold the pages back 


January 14 


there is 
long of 
limb and 
lush as 
ivy against 
all the 
each and 
every brick everywhere and 
concrete 
beneath 


bare of hip mothed about by 
those who love 
intoxication as the 
day ends 
adjective 
as a jade pin as a 
cameo brooch 


all the emptiness under awnings 
crowded dense and 
dizzy as muffled melodies 
when one is 
rather stoned and 
no longer thinking of the law 
so much as 
other outcomes and 
who one 
might consult 
as to how to 
bring them about 


only 
to be 
told flat out 
already happening 


to just a smattering 


of polite applause 
and then an 
usher comes 
and asks you 
to move along 


even though all I was 
doing was playing 
records in the next room 


the one I'm 
not in 


cause I like to hear them 
humming along in there 
try to guess the 


song from 
just drums 
and 
muffled melody lean 
back and 
declare myself a lawn 
wait for somebody 
to bring a machine and 
cut me like you 
have everything 
you need 
except for 


quiet when 
you want it 


company when 
you want it 


or 


anything at all 
after about seven 
in the evening and 
all night long 


April 29 


vapid Los Angeles jukebox lost 
in the 80s 
like the hearts of 
absolutely all of us, like a 
bad haircut and a 
cut on the head 


April 29 
another Sunday 
another repetition 
of Rhiannon framed 
in basic clichés 
like a train 
wreck called Stevie Nicks 
crocheting 
in the studio, writing 
songs in Sly Stone’s bed 
in the vicinity 
of a violet candle and other 
odd things to 
admit about 
the turmoil 
we are all under 
and the 
results it get 
don’t stand up 
to minor scrutiny 


thunder happens 

without rain 

all the time and players 

never love you, it is this 

which makes them players as 

again 

it rains without thunder and 
trains pass before another 

uncurtained window another 

slumber of limbs 


June 9 


tricks of 
dim light over 
a world of 
washed out parodies 
of everything 
like its all over 
but will go on 
being badly 
re-enacted 
in perpetuity 


like window reflections 
that wave and separate 
of the same 
apparent density 
as the reflected 
dog barks that 
echo off the 
bricks outside 
another, different window 
offering an equally 
marginalized view of everything 


of other people 
on their balconies 


over and 
below each other 


with all their 
doors and windows 
open to the heat 
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January 22 


yellow canaries and 
blue lions 
let the lice 
itch, scratch 
only encourages 
this lack a 
table with a table 
lying unassembled 
in the corner like 


domestic archaeology 
socks and dust 
dumped ashtrays leave 
a record of the day they fell, like an 
old railway 
engine asking for 


Attention 
please 
gentlemen 
and ladies 
please discreetly dim the dark so 
we can light it up like 
what does not freeze 
was warm enough 
now warm the rest up with 


heat so hot you 
wind up naked as 
the word product 


crawls across your 
stomach like a 
flashy caterpillar 


and the only thing anything 
says is Buy Here and it’s 
deadly boring 


drives the icicles 
back up the eaves 
we drink the wine warm 
it is room temperature 


variations mark the 
frequent shifts between 
dates in a chronology 
of marksmen 


a geology of 

great mediocrities 
dance their 
inept ballet 


March 29 


not by 
bread 
alone 


but 
mostly 
wrung from brow 
slowly 
like 
let the sweat the 
tears run down they're 
salt enough 


like the ocean 
around a movie 
where they're all 
imagining someone 
and no one 
can tell the truth because 
there is none 


a spiral staircase and a loaded gun and a 
big 
tin 
heart 
with the name 
of an old friend 
on the lid 
the first of 
likely 
several 
failed attempts to take Wagner seriously like 
stains 
on Maya's 
hoodie that 
are never going away 


slow burn 


in long rain 
under grey 
that gets the 
moss growing 
stirs the 
earthworms up 
to tempt the birds 


provokes a 
percentage to 
certain verbs 
like 
laugh and 
drink and 
dance and 
fuck to 
the requiem 
of winter 
til police come and 
yellow tape 
what they call 
the crime scene 
start searching 
for a corpse 


and they're 
sure to find one 
if they look hard 


which they won't 


there's nothing 
in it for them but 
paperwork like 
snowflakes and they 
can't face it 
anymore than you can 
when the 
word comes home 
at one am 
and won't answer 
when you ask 


where it's been 
like 


flipping channels 


out with 
friends 


back to 
flipping channels and 
avoiding eye contact 


and you're like: damn 
it's 
like that 
and that's how it is 
now that all the 
obvious 
foreshadowing 
is starting 
to make sense 


put a little 
future back 
in the past tense 
to see 
what it 
really felt like 
to feel something and 
not know what it was 


or why 
or because 


crutches in the corner 
to decorate the place 


you wanna come over and 
I don't know 
bake a cake 
or something? 


January 6 


but all gesture 
and reach like 
ocean recede or 
antique audio 
contraption turn to 
blare melody 
like someone was actually 
listening to any of these operatic 
glistening 
glass diamonds 


on the neck of a nihilist 
posing as a 
dive bar photo booth 
with all the irony intact 
and exactly 
where you left it 


reliable like calico 
and gingham 
in the early evening 


rising candlelight 
from the false fireplace 
provides romantic light 


take 
Madame Bovary 
to bed 


later on 


light up 

one of Dillinger’s cigarettes 
and play every exhale 
like your last breath 


the kind of escapade 

I can really get behind 
even if it isn’t 

exactly what I had in mind 
to take what you find 

and hide it 


bury it and 
put a building over it 
never tell anybody 
but the tarot 
puzzling 


Le Monde 8 of Wands La Roue de Fortune 


all day on the 
Halsted bus on the day 
that no one showed up 
for anything 
so there were 
no endings 


December 8: The mediocrity of Salinger is an actual threat 


sky basement full 
of black clouds 


up and 
rising 


floating 
down 


like an 

installation 

by Andy Warhol 
or someone else who 
goes around 
pretending 


on end 
and edgeless 


endless and 
on edge 


read 
and write like 
breathing 

in- and 

ex- 
hale 

clouds of 

Engine Kid and 
Eric Dolphy 


people stomping 
on basement doors 


all down the street 


talking 


wind-driven 
rain drops 
across glass 
block 


mild shocks made 
of static 


dirty mattress and 
a dog barking 


articulating 
parables 


to whit: 


rain 
eats the heart 
out of argument 


some one puts 
small rocks 

rather than 
flowers on 

headstones 


July 21 
Plant naked, plow naked and reap naked. 
Hesiod 


pink witchcraft 
continues 
through sky 
scrapers past 
Funk-O-Matic 
between all 
taxis stitching 
places together 
rather ragged and 
running late along 
diagonal streets 
where the class 
war 1s happening 
like the intersection of 
Milwaukee and 
Passyunk 


where Rachels 
come to 
sea and bell me 


where saints catholic 
and otherwise 

stare back through 
plaster eyes 

standing stately 

as a still life 

in the rain 


the kind you 
take home 
because you 
want the frame 


and you know 
how that feels 


because you 
feel the same 


so you read a 
bedtime story for 
ghosts and the 
bells belong 
to Rita 
and they 
reach you 
underground 


and you feel them 
the way you 
feel a sound 
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